Walking Crail Beach 


I caught sight of the unusual forms among rocks smoothed by water. 
Small spirals, 

Coloured shells of a thousand ideas 

Projected backwards and forwards with lunar-like movement. 

Stone red and white hard-sinew stretched-through and over 
Once sharp, now rounded surfaces. 

Memories of love - love's meat; muscle so hacked off 
To preserve and keep friendship but once freshness dries, discarded 
To be someone else's fuel - no stones - 
To build a new fire. 

Gathering that, 

My pockets are weighted further, 

And I walk on. 


Andrew Gryf Paterson, 1999 [re-arranged 2007], 



